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Ban Weice Brandy Baker 


Writing is not a newfound 
* passion for Weisz. A true 
aa NorCal girl, she has been 

f writing journalistically and 
creatively since she was in 
high school. This month, she 
knocked on ASI's door and 
found out what students 
are doing as ASI senators. 


When she says she loves 
photography and journal- 
ism, she’s not just saying it— 
she proves it. Dig's newest 
member, Baker refuses to 
believe she's done all she 
can do. Running around 
the city taking nearly 1,000 
photos, she gives us all a 
little break with an update 
on the best local places to 
splurge. 
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_ Dealing 
with Crappy 
Customers 


One barista’s experience working 
at a Newport Starbucks, where 
neither the typical lipo'd women 
nor the ego-inflated men know 
the meaning of manners 
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Go to Town Without 
Going to the Bank 


Can You Dig It?: 
URSIN sc sce ie raoaes A S 


mot | eae ~Dig Underground: 
‘Behind the Burial Grounds: Rxecrirri 
‘History, Myths and Debate [iin 


As CSULB’s new president Consider 
his options, many fear Puvun 


protection will be put. 


They say college years are the best years of your life, the ones where you have the most fun. Well, 
having fun can be expensive, and as a college student trying to make it, affording a social life can be 
difficult. So, what can you do to live life on a dime? We have uncovered a few of Long Beach’s finest 
hidden-treasures to guarantee some fun and wallet-friendly down time. 


Story and Photos by Brandy Baker 


Holé Mole is one of the best places in Long Beach to 
dine on a budget. The Mexican-style eatery features 
breakfast, in addition to tacos, burritos and other 
authentic recipes. Try stopping by for “Taco Tuesday,” 
when with the exception of shrimp, all tacos are 

$1. Also try the Ensenada-style fish tacos—they’re 
delicious. Holé Molé is located at 5901 Pacific Coast 
Highway, at the Clark intersection. 


Having a social life means having to look your best. 
Being fashionable at all times can be expensive, 
especially if you are buying designer brands. Yet, 
there is hope out there in finding that perfect pair of 
jeans or favorite shirt—it’s called Buffalo Exchange. 
Located at 4608 E. Second St., this second-hand store 
specializes in buying, selling and trading clothing 
and accessories. It is a Mecca of eclectic goods, 
from vintage clothes to designer brands. Whatever 
you need, you'll find it here. Another bonus is that 
Buffalo Exchange offers on-the-spot cash or in-store 
credit for trade-ins, just in case you’re in a bind. 


El Dorado Park West offers 
several outdoor activities 
for the public to enjoy. The 
park covers 300 acres, is 
located at 2800 Studebaker 
Rd. and features the little- 
known sport, Disc Golf. 
The sport is similar to 
traditional golf with par- 
three holes, but the holes 
are baskets and the clubs 
are Frisbees. It is free to 
play the course’s 18 holes, 
but you do have to bring 
your own disc. Frisbees are 
specially designed for the 
sport and can be purchased 
at most sporting-good stores 
for less than $15. There is 
also the option of buying 
them used for around $5. 
It’s a small investment for a 
lifetime of playing for free. 


For a wonderful cup of coffee, stop by The Daily Grind at 5590 E. Seventh St, It’s a great place for a pick-me-up. This espresso 
bar has a drive-thru for fast and convenient service and also offers free wireless Internet. The shop serves baked goods and 
pastries as well as hot, stuffed croissants. Prices are low and service is friendly. Try the signature Fast Break specialty coffee 
for an intense caffeine rush. This is a cup of coffee with a shot of espresso—the perfect drink for a long day. The Daily Grind is 
open from 5:30 a.m. to 7 p.m. weekdays and opens at 6:30 a.m. on weekends. 
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_ Kelley’s*® 


Iguana Kelly’s is home to one of the best 
happy hours you can find. Specials run daily 
from 4:30 p.m, to 7:30 p.m. and Saturday 
from noon to 7:30 p.m. This favorite local 
bar offers deals that will save you some 

big bucks. They sell $2 domestic bottles on 
Monday, $1 domestic drafts on Tuesday, 
Tecate cans for $1 on Wednesday, margaritas 
on the rocks for $1.50 on Thursday, MGD 
Fridays with $2 pints and $5.50 pitchers. 
Mega happy hour Saturdays feature $2 pints, 
$2.25 wells and $5.50 pitchers. Bud Bust 
Sunday offers Bud and Bud Light for $2 a 
pint or $5.50 for a pitcher. Iguana Kelly’s has 
pool tables, shuffleboard and video games 
for entertainment. Pool is free on Bud Bust 
Sunday. Iguana Kelly’s is located at 4306 E. 
Anaheim St. and is open from noon to | a.m. 


Looking for some new tunes? Try out 
Fingerprints located at 4612 E. Second St. for 
a great selection of music at reasonable prices. 
It carries a vast range of new and used music 
selections from indie to import on all formats 
from vinyl to CD, along with merchandise 
like shirts and posters. It’s the perfect music 
store to find something new and different. The 
staff is knowledgeable, friendly and extremely 
helpful with making purchases. Also, there are 
often free in-store musical performances by 
artists so sign up on the mailing list. The store 
is open from 10 a.m. to 10 p.m. every day and 
open until 11 p.m. on Fridays and Saturdays. 


TrendRepori 


ALSSUNOT WOOL 
By Sarah Castro 


Carrying a huge load of 
binders and books on your 
arms just so you can show 
off your miniature Luis Vuitton 
purse. 

The “cool factor” of carrying 
around a mini designer bag is 
cancelled out by the fact that you 
look like a fool trying to carry all your 
books in your arms. 


Having full conversations on your cell with the 
speaker phone on. 

No one cares who Jamie slept with, who Bobby 
cheated on or how Kappa Gamma Jamma kicked 
Mary Lou out for smoking pot. These conversations 
are for your own ears, so don’t subject the person 
sitting next to you to your drama. 


Dressing for the night club, then coming to school. 
How sad that 6-inch heels, pleather miniskirts, form- 
fitting silky shirts and an overabudnce of hair product 
are the only things you think make you look decent in 
public. It looks pathetic. 


Wearing a clear-strapped bra under a halter top. 
When those clear straps turn brown with body grease, 
throw them out! You're not fooling anyone. Shiny 
clear bra straps look just as trashy underneath a 
halter top as any other bra would. Change the bra 
or change the shirt. 


Shirts that have 
words like “sexy,” “too hott,” “princess,” 
“diva” and “pimp” 

These are the cousins of the shirts that say 
“your future ex boyfriend/girlfriend.” First 
of all, the self-ego boosting declarative 

T-shirt trend died in 1996. Second, 
anyone who 
needs to publicly advertise these 
statements is overcompensating 
for their insecurities, 


MUVUNGNA'S 
BPURPOSE AND PLACE | 


in CSULB’s history and future 


By Emily Savag@ 


calm, quiet plot of grassy land on the Cal State Long 
Beach campus has long been the center of politics, 
etribution and mystery. Even though there are 
many unanswered questions regarding the people who once 
~ gecupied Puvungna Indian Burial Grounds, many groups are 
unitied in the belief that the historic site should be preserved. 
i.’ The grounds themselves were discovered to be Indian 
‘4, remains in 1972 when construction workers uncovered 
human remains and artifacts. The area near Lot 20 and 
Bellflower Boulevard was subsequently added to The 
National Register of Historic Places——an official list of 
historic sites under the National Historical Preservation 
Act of 1966. The act was created to ensure preservation of 
historic and cultural sites, such as Indian burial grounds. 

The burial grounds are vast, covering CSULB and 
the surrounding shopping centers. More than a dozen 
archaelogical sites were found over an area of about 500 
acres around campus that have been ideantified as Puvungna 
village sites. Only the small field near Parkside dorms 
remains untouched. The expansive area was an ancient 
Tongva village and is still sacred to the Gabrielino and other 
American Indians who believe it is a spiritual center from 
which their lawgiver and god, Chungichnish, instruct his 
people. 

With the appointment of a new CSULB president, the 
fate of the burial grounds is now uncertain. When CSULB’s 
previous president, Robert C. Maxson, came to Long 
Beach in 1994, he promised he would preserve the land. 
After Maxson’s retirement in 2005, his successor, F. King 
Alexander, has been reluctant to make any promises on the 
issue. When discussion about the site took place at a Feb. 1 
Associated Students Inc. senate meeting, Alexander appear 
calm and ready to listen. 

“I know [the issue] is very delicate. There is a lot to be 
armed,” he began. 

He explained his need for more information about 
ngna and its history before he would be making a 
ific decision. 


he said. 
Alexander is also concerned about what he calls 


“The worst thing we can do i is provide misinformation 

. #4 about the environment,” he said. 

; Alexander said he will not set a deadline for making 

_ any decisions, and he is not feeling pressure to take any 
immediate actions. 

The American Indian Student Council held an informal 
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meeting Feb. 13 to discuss Puvungna and its future, as well as 
raise awareness. The meeting was moved to a larger room due to 
an unexpected crowd of students, alumni, American Indians and 
concerned citizens. Dwight Manuel was the first to discuss the 
site. Manuel, a Native American who was a 70s CSULB student 
activist against developing on Puvungna, had not spoken on the 
issue to a large crowd since Puvungna was last in jeopardy. 

“Puvungna is a place; but also, it is something between us, in 
our hearts and our minds,”’ Manuel said. 

He looked down somberly when he spoke of people 
disrespecting the grounds, citing the beer cans and used condoms 
that have been found at the site. 

Looking straight into the audience, Manuel expressed certainty 
on the issue of whether or not Puvungna contains Indian remains. 

“The native people, we know in our hearts that there was 
something there,” he said. 

Eugene Ruyle, an anthropology professor at CSULB, has a 
long history with the grounds. He came to the university in 1976 
and was enchanted by the organic gardens the university had 
begun cultivating on the site as part of an Earth Day celebration. 
In the early ‘90s, when Ruyle and others discovered the 
university’s plans to remove the gardens and build a parking lot, 
lovers of the organic gardens mobilized. American Indian groups 
became involved and the groups combined to fight for the land to 
remain untouched, Ruyle said. 

“There was a storm of protests,” he said. 

Tongva people filed a lawsuit and initiated protest, which 
involved occupying the land day and night to stave off bulldozers. 

Ruyle also explained the significance of grounds and the 
important events that take place. Every year there is a pilgrimage 
which begins in San Juan Capistrano and continues to the 
Puvungna site. The journey includes dancing, singing, wearing 
festive clothing and a sharing information about American 
Indians. Ruyle says he hopes the university will see the 
importance of keeping the grounds free from development. 

Craig Stone, an American Indian Studies professor at 
CSULB also stresses the importance of Puvungna. Each 
year he helps organize the annual Pow Wow—a multi- 
generational family celebration held on campus. 

“Unlike some of the more private American 
Indian ceremonies such as the Bear Dances (healing 
ceremonies) that take place at Puvungna each year, the 
Pow Wow is an annual public event where everyone is 
welcome to come and enjoy the American Indian food, 
singing, dancing and shopping for American Indian 
arts and crafts,” Stone said. 

For Stone, one of the most important aspects of the 
discovery is the historic significance. 

“The importance of the site in the last 30 years 
has to do with the convergence of Tongva and 
Gabrielino oral history—the ethnographic record 
and archeological evidence that was used to 
have CSULB placed on the National Register of 
Historic Places in 1974,” he said. 

ASI will vote this semester on a resolution— 
“Protection of the Tongva and Acjacheman 
Sacred Land of Puvungna at California State 
University, Long Beach.” The resolution 
recognizes scientific evidence of the Tongva 
people’s village. It praises Maxson for 
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protecting the land while he was president and “rebuke[s] any 
consideration of development or construction upon the remaining 
land of Puvungna and demand{s] that Puvungna be protected as 
part of the CSULB campus in perpetuity.” 

Though little is known about the future and past of Puvungna, 
one thing is certain: It’s myths and rumors have surfaced and 
spread. Those most likely to discuss these thoughts are students 
living in the dorms in close proximity to the site. 

Brigid McGuire lived in the dorms in 2003. 

“J heard it was haunted, [and I heard] some girl was attacked 
near there,” she said. 

Sophomore Mona Eshaiker said a story was passed down to 
her about a student’s barren winter break in the dorms. 

“{I heard] strange things started happening——doors slamming 
by themselves, shadows racing down the hall when no one was 
there,” she said. 

Eshaiker said the girl then felt the presence of a Native 
American man appearing in a cloud of smoke. 

CSULB student Steven Soung never lived on campus, but he 
too has heard the myths. 

“General consensus is that it’s haunted. When you build 
something on something sacred, it’s a known fact that spirits will 
be malevolent.” 

He thinks the university should consider every aspect before 
making any decisions. 

“J don’t think they should build on it out of respect,” he said, 

Senior Megan Harris, a CSULB student, has also heard many 
myths about the grounds. 

“T heard that all of Long Beach used to be part of Native 
American lands and that the burial grounds area is a particularly 
sacred place,” she said. “I heard CSULB has tried numerous 
times to build everything from a strip mall to dorms on the land.” 

While there is still much uncertainty surrounding the issue, 
Alexander is still listening to the concerns of every one involved. 
At the request of ASI Senator Amin Km, Alexander will provide a 
report or update as information about the grounds emerges. f> 
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e were busier than a one-legged man in a butt-kicking contest. As I bent down to pry up the 
milk and dirt-caked mat—a duty that so greatly contributed to my dignity—the construction 
workers in line made some offers I could surely refuse. I had made the unfortunate decision 
to wear my only clean pants that fit like the “before” pants fit in the picture of the “after” guy in diet pill 
| infomercials. Apparently, I was selling crack of the plumber variety and Hank and Frank were jonesing 
for a fix. As if the shift were not stressful enough, I now had the task of pretending I did not just receive a 
| visual cavity search by strangers who neither had the credentials nor suspicion to conduct such a search. 


I casually mopped the floor and caught my coworker laughing 
at my unfortunate situation. But in my defense, she turned back 
to the gentlemen in line and slammed their coffee and change 
down with a scowling, “Next!” My coworker’s humor and her 
appreciation for mine, enabled me to put up with the endless pain 
and humiliation that was Starbucks. Her hair was as bright and 
flaming as her temper when the customers pounced on me with 
their random verbal attacks. She was a trained toe dancer, who 
recently earned her bachelor’s degree in dance. All of us had 
degrees, or were at least halfway done with college. However, 
the fact that inside our heads we have brains was a notion 
completely lost on the well-bred rich folk of Newport Beach who 
treated us with the utleast respect. 

The women were the worst. They continually insisted 
on parking their decked-out Mercedes’ in the handicapped 
spots—perhaps in fear of stopping the infinite bad karma they 
had worked a lifetime to compile. After a minute of in-depth 
detective work to discover that “PULL” doesn’t mean “PUSH,” 
they entered the shop in all their plastic surgery glory. One could 
not accurately describe their sullen pouts as just “bee stung,” but 
more correctly as “bitten by a nest of angry hornets.” These 
women watched us with hawk eyes (actually they were 
more alien) to assure we didn’t poison them with 
any extra calories. 

Their orders were never hard 
to guess. Nonfat, sugar-free 
vanilla, four Equals, no 
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foam, decaf lattes. They ordered nonfat because vomiting whole 
milk was a task better saved for after dinner, sugar free because * 
one can only get so much liposuction, four Equals simply 
because they found power in forcing us to dump the tiny packets 
for them and no foam because God forbid they get a gas bubble 2 
that could interfere with their strenuous days of shopping and 
torturing retail and food service workers. And the decaf—well I 
added that part. These women needed caffeine in their coked-up 
systems like they needed more prescription drugs. Sometimes 
executive decisions must be made in order to make the world a 
better place. I’m quite sure the Bloomingdale’s employees would 
thank me. 
The men were not much better. Also unaware of other people, 
they thoroughly took advantage of beating the 
elderly and handicapped to the open spot. They 
skid their Ferraris and Hummers (because we all 
know a real man needs to drive himself to his white- 
collar job on a city street in a gas-guzzling military 
vehicle) into position and immediately get on their 
cell phones. The joy I felt from a man on his cell phone 
when he waved his finger in my face to keep me from 
helping other customers was indescribable. Once off the 
phone, he scoffed and said, “I wasn’t going to be rude to 
him.” 
Ah, the men. If they weren’t trying to impress you 
by showing off the paperwork for their yachts and 
inability to leave a tip, they were screaming at 
you for some other reason. But really, all I 
could hear was, “Blah-blah-blah! Give me 
decaf.” One man in particular had 
a rudeness that surpassed 
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One barista’s experience working 
at an OC Starbucks, attempting 

serve the sometimes ridiculous 
tomors who charge through its 
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the efforts of all others. His personality was normally reserved 
for a man who goes by Lucifer—Satan, if you will. One day 
he offered up a personal assault on me and my eyebrows so 
scathing I contemplated giving him a reason to park in that 
handicapped space. 

I don’t have what one might call an overabundance of 
eyebrows. Due to an unfortunate mishap with a Lady Bic razor 
in middle school, my eyebrows now resemble a look of the likes 
of Marilyn Monroe and other thin-eyebrowed goddesses. 

As one might imagine, being eyebrow-challenged is a 
sensitive subject, like baldness or amputated limbs. It is not 
something you expect to hear about from a customer you’ve 
served for nearly a year with a sweetness that could cause 
diabetes—a customer who you have gone above and beyond 
for, by breaking store policy and stirring his drink with a straw 
when so requested. He was a customer whose own lack of hair in 
desired places and surplus of accumulated growth in the ear and 
nasal regions led me to feel deceivingly safe from insults. 

In front of an audience of coworkers and regulars, the dark 
father decided it was an opportune moment to inform me, “You 
should take a look at her eyebrows,” he said, pointing to another 
barista. My heart stopped. I stood frozen, hoping this was 
because she had some strange apparatus stuck to them. Of course 
not, 

“See how natural they look.” 

Oh God, 1 though. People please keep moving. There's 
nothing to see here. 

“You should really grow yours out and make them look like 
hers. Why do yours look so round? Why do you make them 
arched like that?” he continued, with what I assumed were 
rhetorical questions. “Yours don’t look good,” he concluded. 

Was this some sort of hallucination? Lightening struck 
twick when a decrepit woman (who was merely a walking 
anti-smoking campaign, her raspy dried up vocal chords and 
wrinkles—a serious threat to Phillip Morris’s sales) made a 
scene later about my soft girly voice. 

Once I picked my jaw up off the ground, my coworkers 
and regulars tried to make me feel better, but it was as if I 
couldn’t hear them. I was standing in the movie of my life 
pressing rewind and pause and then play. When I pressed play, 
the speeches came. Instantly—and luckily for my employment 
history—they came an instant too late. Long eloquent 
comebacks straight from a screenplay—-a monologue that would 
earn the actress playing me an Oscar. 

You dont know me! You dont know anything about why I 
do or do not have less hair on my brows than other people, 
anymore than I know why your head is a useless, bald and shiny 
reflective light source. And I'll tell you something else I dont 
know, and that is why you would be under the impression that it 
is appropriate to enter a person’s place of work and give your 
loud and unwarranted opinion about the nature of their physical 
being! Especially when that person has never done anything but 
be kind to you and serve you! So you can take your stupid drink, 
which is nothing more than a transparent excuse for you to get 
up off your hemorrhoid-filled ass and leave the house once a day 
and you can get the hell out of my store! I suggest you go take 
a long hard look in the mirror and place your judgments where 
they belong! (Actress throws steaming coffee urn at the wall for 
effect.) 

The balance between rudely-inappropriate and overly- 
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Nicole Yoder 
shows what her 
frustration as a 
barista was like 


interested-inappropriate existed on a constantly changing scale. 
One day while working on the Verisimo, a fine new machine 
that saved many a barista from carpel tunnel syndrome by 
pulling the espresso shots automatically, the overly-interested- 
inappropriateness reached a new level. My husband had come 
in to the shop at the same time as a teenage boy over the legal 
limit of hormone capacity came in with plans of his own. The 
kid slapped down a wad of cash on the counter and informed my 
coworker that he would have...me. Unfortunately, for him my 
price is way more than that of a Frappuccino. He soon discovered 
that the angry, tall guy standing behind him was my husband. 

Behing the Verisimo, I didn’t know what the commotion 
was about. All I knew was that my husband was yelling at some 
petrified kid, behavior that struck me as odd since he had already 
had his afternoon coffee. 

I have also had the pleasure of encountering the Tip Stealer, 
a man who proved you don’t have to be rich to be a complete 
bastard. Earning tips in a Newport Beach Starbucks is about as 
easy as Madonna getting her virginity back. So when the rare 
Botox-injected soul relinquished some change from her $8,000 
Luis Vuitton purse, we were all relieved that we would be able to 
finish putting ourselves through college. And since the C.E.O. of 
this trillion-dollar company was too busy with his intergalactic 
takeover to notice his employees were living in poverty, our tips 
were greatly appreciated. story continued on page 16. 
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Danny Stevens of theAudition 
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Mother Goose New 
York Theatre Ballet 
performs at the 
Carpenter Performing 
Ans Center, 


“American Dreams” 
Advance Screening « 


Beach Auditorium 7 p.m, 


Anti-Flag - HOB 
Anaheim, 8 p.m. 


Ghostface Killah - 
HOB Sunset, 7p.m. 


Your guide to con 


Harty Potter & the Goblet 
of Fire - Beach Auditorium 
$p.m.& 8 p.m. 


The Starting Line - 
HOB Anaheim, 8 p.m. 


Memoirs of a Gelsha - 
Beach Auditorium § p.m, 
&8 p.m. 


W 


Spill Canvas - Chain 
Reaction, 7:30 p.m, 


“Failure to Launch" 
Advanced Screening - 


Beach Auditorium 7 p.m. 


Open-Mic night at 
Portfolio Coffee House 
In Long Beach every 
Wednesday at ? p.m, 


Jamle Cullum + HOB 
Anaheim, 7:30 p.m. 


Marin Maxxle & Jason 
Danieley pertorm cab: 
eret at the Carpenter 
Performing Arts Center. 


certs, movies, on-cam 


Minus the Bear - 
Glasshouse, 7 p.m, 


Cirque Qu Soleil's 
“Quidam” will be per- 
formed through 3/29 
hear the Queen Mary. 


The Subways - 
Troubadour, 8 p.m, 


"16 Blocks” 


‘| “Dave Chapelle's 
| Block Party” 


| Motion Clty 


Soundtrack - 
Glasshouse, 7 p.m. 


Free Fridays at the Long 


| Beach Museum of Art. 


“The Shaggy Dog” 
“Fallure to Launch” 


“Blast” is a unique 
explosion of music and 
theatre performed at 
the Long Beach Con- 
vention Center. 


"V for Vendetta” 
“She's the Man" 


“The inside Man” 
“Stay Alive” 


Anberlin - Glasshouse, 
7 p.m. 


Downtown Farmers 
Market, every Friday at 
the Promenade iti Long 
Beach. 


“Basic Instinct 2" 
“Ice Age 2: The Melt- 
down" 

“Adam & Steve" 


Ozma - Chain 
Reaction, 7:30 p.m. 


pus events and local happenings 


The Academy Is... .w/ 
Panic! at the Disco - 
HOB Anaheim, 7:00 
p.m. 


t : 
latinch 


The Lang Beach Sym- 
phony Orchestra's 
“POPS! #3" held 

at the Long Beach 
Conention Center. 


John Cleese’s "Seven 
Ways to Skin an Ocelot” 
will be held at the 
Carpenter Performing 
Arts Center. 


East Village Arts District 
Last Saturday Art Walk 
at Linden between Ist 
Street and Ocean, 
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Underground: INTERLUDE 


“Music with a Purpose 
By Kaitlin Higgins 


Imagine spending an entire month living in 
a motor home with a group of eight guys. 
Local reggae-rock band, the bFoundation, 
did just that when they toured with Long 
Beach Shortbus last July. The RV was 
nearly 20 years old, had faulty brakes 

and was packed tightly with equipment, 
luggage, roadies and musicians. One 
member even resorted to sleeping on the 
roof. 

As would any undiscovered band 
seeking its big break, playing shows along 
the West Coast was payment enough. 

Pat Stevenson, Jason Moorehead, 

Gil Bonus and Ian McGrath develop the 
band’s original music. 

“Each person brings a different flavor to 
the group,” band drummer McGrath said. 

Their diverse backgrounds 
and influences 


contribute to the band’s unique sound, he 
says. As they incorporate various genres, 
including reggae, ska, punk, rock and even 
jazz and funk, they constantly evolve. 

Since its tour, bFoundation has 
skyrocketed on the local scene, and they 
have even achieved international stardom. 
They landed a distribution deal in Japan 
after being featured on a Japanese reggae 
CD. 

The bFoundation headlined last summer 
in Huntington Beach at the U.S. Open, the 
largest surfing competition in the world. 
They were the only unsigned band, and 
were heard by nearly 10,000 people. 

In January, they joined Pepper and the 
Voodoo Glow Skulls aboard the Queen 
Mary for the “Float the Boat 
Music 


Festival”. 

One of their most highly anticipated 
shows was a benefit concert headlined 
by Slightly Stoopid Feb. 25 at the Vault. 
All proceeds went to the Life Rolls On 
Foundation, an organization dedicated to 
raising awareness and funds for those with 
sustained spinal chord injuries. 

Despite their talent and growing 
popularity, the bFoundation has yet to be 
signed to a major record label and have 
not yet decided if they will accept an offer 
from a small label. 

“With a label, you really lose a lot 
of creative freedom,” said McGrath 
who points out that Slightly Stoopid has 
succeeded without a record label. But the 
bFoundation is self-sustaining for the time 
being. 

The group has matured from jamming 
in a garage, to playing in friends’ 
backyards and bars, to touring the country. 
Now with an international tour in the 
works, it is obvious that these men are well 
on their way to becoming rock stars. 

Check out their music on www. 
myspace.com/thebfoundation or www. 
thebfoundation.com and be sure to catch 
their next show, scheduled for March 23 at 


Hip-hop’s Redman ate one of 
the 23 hamburgers waiting 
in his dressing room after a 
recent performance at UCSD. 
The next night, Chicago rock 
newcomers, theAudition, 
ae nc ow Mae, across campus. This was their 
largest show to date with 1,500 people in attendance. 
Unlike big-shot Redman, theAudition did not have hamburgers 
and green M&Ms waiting for them. 
“This is the biggest tour we've been on,” O’Conner said. “We just 
started getting things [off our rider.]” 
theAudition—consisting of vocalist Danny Stevens, guitarists 
Seth Johnson and Timmy Klepek, bassist Joe Lussa and drummer 
Ryan O’Conner—debuted their first full-length album, Controversy 
- Loves Company, on Victory Records. This record was inspired by 
the members’ own hardships. 
ee eae ea ae i te ay eerie eccemmplish 
what few others have. 
“Getting signed to a label [was] the hardest part,” he said. 
Soon after signing with the label in 2004, theAudition 
experienced struggles in forming the pop-rock outfit they have 
_ become, Prior to recording, theAudition went through a major lineup 
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the Knitting Factory. © 


change. Their original lead singer left the band, but was quickly 
replaced with frontman Stevens. 

theAudition do not like to limit themselves to only one type 
of music, O’Conner says. Between the five members, they 
draw inspiration and influence from Jimmy Eat World to Kanye 
West—vocalist Stevens will even dip into the soulful sounds of 
country, Despite their wide range of musical interest, theAudition 
manages to blend pop elements into their energetic rock sound. 
Their innovative spin on the pop-rock genre is enough to get any 
listener’s toes tapping and blood flowing. 

Like Seattle in the ‘90s and Southern Califomia half a decade 
ago, there has been an indie-rock boom out of Chicago throughout 
the past year. MTV favorites Fall Out Boy hail from the Windy 
City, as well as The Academy Is..., June and Spitalfield. However, 
there is no rivalry among the bands and their successes, O'Conner 
says. 

“We all grew up playing music together,”’ O'Conner said. “We 
have toured with them. June and The Academy Is... have hooked 
us up with shows.” 

As for the band’s name, theAudition, it is hardly complex, but 
extremely meaningful. 

“Every time we go on stage we're auditioning for [the crowd],” 
O’Conner said. “We love what we're doing.” &> 
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Each semester, Cal State 
Long Beach students fear the 


‘and every other annoyance of higher 
education, Although we may groan at our 


will go unheard. But be not quick to place 
ame-—reform starts at the ground floor with 
student action. CSULB has representation for each 
and every one of us. 
" ~ Many students know little about Associated Students, Inc. 
As CSULB’s student government, ASI’s decisions and activities 
can affect students inside and outside of the classroom. 

ASI does its best to make sure student concerns reach higher 
powers of government where they can be considered for legislation. 
According to ASI, students would not have the game room, music 
room, bowling alley or fast food options in the USU if it weren’t for 
their efforts. 

Each spring the students 
choose 14 senators to 
represent the seven colleges 
and six senators-at-large to 
represent students as a whole. 

Senator-at-Large Guido 
D’Onofrio says he would 
rather help make a difference than complain. D’Onofrio got involved 
with the senate his freshman year to meet people and to participate in 
leadership opportunities. 

According to D’Onofrio, ASI senators spend their time in the senate 
drafting resolutions that affect campus policy. He is currently drafting a 
resolution to call for faculty to initiate parking relief. 

ASI is paid for by students. Each semester, $44 of each student’s 
fees goes toward ASI and $50 goes toward the University Student 
Union. ASI says the money is divided between the student body 
government, the USU and the cost of student events. ASI senators 
encourage students to voice opinions on where they want the funds to 
go. 

Senator Jessica Vieira, college of education, serves on the Teacher 
Preparation Council and the Isabel Patterson Child Development Center 
Board of Trustees. Between councils, working for ASI, student teaching at 
a local elementary school and attending night classes, Vieira’s schedule is 
kept packed. 


rising costs of tuition, books, parking 


5100 parking permits, most of our complaints 


challenge for me. I work 12-to-16 hours. 
each week for ASI, sometimes more,” § 
Vieira, who relies heavily on her day-plan 
to ensure she doesn’t fall behind 

“You cannot be a procrastinator when you have 
this much going on. If you get behind, you will never 
catch up.” 

ASI Vice President Hironao Okahana says he puts in at 7 
least 30 hours each week and the senators put in at least 12° 
hours. 

So what do these ASI senators get for their work? They all seem 
to agree the perks aren’t fabulous. They do receive faculty parking, 
but pay the same price as students. To help them show school spirit, 
they often get free “Beach” apparel. And do they get a hefty paycheck? 
Nope, only one $330 stipend each semester. But most would admit the 
resume-building factor is more valuable than any perk. 

“You meet a lot of faculty members,” Vieira said. “It’s good for letters 
of recommendation. I could call 
the president right now and he’d 
probably take my call.” 

A transfer student from Japan, 
Okahana joined ASI after learning 
about it in University 100. He says 
he wanted to be a part of something 
influential. After serving on ASI for three years, his goal as vice president 
is to help create a stronger ASI senate voice. 

“The senate doesn’t have to agree on everything, but I want them to 
understand healthy discussion,” Okahana said. 

Part of building a strong senate is filling vacant positions in ASI 
with students who are passionate about education and CSULB. 

“We need to fill every committee seat and make sure that we can 
facilitate the environment for the senators,” he said. 

Regardless of past campaign drama and candidate-smearing, 
Okahana says the senators now stand on common ground because they 
are all interested in how leadership can benefit CSULB. 

This Spring, when colorful event posters and campaign 
advertisements plaster campus walls and line the walkways, you may 
consider voting or even running in a student election —a choice that 
could give you a voice in what happens to this campus and your own 
education. {> 
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Underground: KITCHEN 


texture. 


14 March 2006 


-Spoon into baking dish and bake until hot (25-30 minutes). 
-Serve on decorative plate with warm pita bread or pita chips. 


*Using low-fat mayonnalse, cheese or cream cheese may alter dip’s 


|FAMOUS PIZOOKIE’: 


A freshly baked, hot out-of-the-oven, 
rich and delicious cookic topped with 
vanilla bean ice cream. 


Ae THE PUR oe A 


By Gabrielle Kent 


For your St. Patrick’s Day festivities, serve this tasty, green spinach dip with a 
Guiness—everyone’s favorite Irish draught. | 
| 


Juice of 1/2 Lemon | : 
1 teaspoon Sriracha hot chill sauce or : 
Tabasco sauce - 
1/4 teaspoon salt _ 
1/4 teaspoon pepper a 
1-16-ounce bag frozen spinach, defrosted 
with water squeezed out i us 
1 can artichoke hearts, cut into bite-size | of 
pleces | w 
8 ounces cream cheese at room ; th 
temperature | 
» 1 cup mayonnaise : 
1. bag shredded Monterey Jack cheese es 
1 Tablespoon Worsteshire sauce | ee 
1/4 cup parmesan cheese to 
1/2 white onion, chopped | far 
2 cloves garlic, minced He 
11/2 tablespoon olive oil Ge 
! att 
| int 
the 
fur 
-Grease glass casserole dish and preheat oven to 375 degrees. 
-Heat olive oll and cook onions until clear, about 3 minutes. Add garlic rez 
and cook an additional one minute. Set aside to cool. int 
-Mix all ingredients together in a large bowl and add onion mixture. the 
op 


CSULB LYVES 
PIZOOKIES 


ONE FREE BJ’S 


: 


elie pet came Fairer ta 


5258 I. 2nd Street @ (562 


‘Utierrez tc 
ther walk 


) 439-818] 


From the 


Story and photos by Daniela Gutierrez 


hen I first came to the United States I had a clear idea 
\ N of what I was expecting. This may have been due to the 
Americanization of Latin America or it could have been 
a result of my Californian family. Either way, I grew up speaking 
English with my cousins, watching home videos about California and 
its freeways, watching movies, TV series’ and listening to American 
music. Even with all of the American exposure, living, studying and 
working in the United States has been different from what I expected. I 
used to enjoy Southern Californian life style, but after a couple of years 
of living in the States, I started to miss the concept of one unified city 
where I could walk in the streets and buy fruit and fresh bread around 
the corner like I did in my home city of Santiago, Chile. 

My first day here my uncle told me, “Welcome to sunny California, 
the only place where you can ski in the morning and swim at the beach 
in the afternoon—not that you're ever going to actually do it, but you 
can.” 

Here I was, an 18-year-old girl with no friends, no fake ID, unable 
to go to bars, concerts and unable to drive. I never knew what a 
fantastic invention the automobile was until I arrived in California. 
Here, I learned the hard way that public transportation isn’t one of 
California’s beauties. ‘ 

Los Angeles and Orange County have an overwhelming amount of 
attractions. I visited as many as I could during my first year. Almost all 
international students visit Disneyland and Universal Studios during 
their first couple of months. However, I found myself having the most 
fun doing simple things with the people I started to meet. 

Visiting museums, watching independent films, going to parties and 
reading on the beach quickly became my main entertainment. Though 
international students tend to hang out with other international students, 
the most interesting trait about living in Long Beach is getting the 
opportunity to meet people from so many different countries. I love to 
travel, but I can’t do it every month. What I can do is go to Chinatown, 


Utierrez took this photo of her 
walking in Santiago. 


Underground: EXPORT 


Gutierrez immerses her in, culture—and paint 


Little India, Solvang, Little Armenia and Oktoberfest. Things like going 
to the supermarket and buying original pasta from Italy or Sushi from 
real Japanese chef gives me a little taste of the world in Los Angeles. 

Travelers always say leaving your home country makes them more 
nationalistic. Never before had I admired our blended European-Latin 
way of living, our stable economy or our organized nation until I came 
here. Never before had I felt happy just walking in the full streets of 
downtown Santiago, waiting for a bus on Alameda avenue, drinking $2 
pisco sour at any decent club and walking home drunk with my friends 
at 6 a.m. and still feeling secure. I miss looking at the pink sky during 
sunset in Valparaiso and at the virgin forest of the extreme south from a 
ship in the Pacific Ocean. I no longer take for granted the simple act of 
eating my grandma’s cake at tea time on a rainy day. So, after a couple 
of months in the States, here I am, embracing my nationality as never 
before. 

But it also made me realize I am part of another group. I’m not only 
from Chile, but I am a South American. Never before had I tasted of 
this Latin flavor. If you know anything about South America, you might 
know that Chile isn’t known for it’s music, dancing or parties. The 
south triangle of the continent—Chile, Argentina, Uruguay—is typically 
known to have be similar to the coldness of Europe than to the Latin 
flavor of the tropical countries. Oddly enough, I found myself going to 
see Latin rock bands, eating Mexican food and watching Latin movies 
more than I ever did in Chile. 

I have a house here in California. I eat, sleep, work and study every 
day. I have a house in Chile. Every winter, I eat, sleep, work and study 
there. But a home, a home I do not have. Maybe that’s why people love 
to travel. Yes, we travel because we want to see the world, different 
cultures and life styles. But every time we leave and return to our 
country, it feels different. Every time, “home” has a different meaning. 
Maybe after living in Europe, in the East Coast and in Fez, I will know 
for sure that my home isin Chile, or not. (> 
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Continued from page 9 


The Tip Stealer was a vagrant in his mid-twenties with a 
gorgeous head of nappy blond, almost-dreadlocks. There was 
an air about him, like the sun shining on a dumpster full of 
decaying meat and cabbage. He wore a blue and yellow children’s 
backpack—probably an unjustifiable gift to himself. He ordered 
water, and while the unsuspecting worker filled a cup, he dumped 
our tip baskets into his bag before making a stumbling, wheezing 
getaway. 

Through a terrible lapse in judgment on the part of our lovable 
manager, another enemy was allowed to infiltrate the Newport 
Starbucks division. Her well-earned nickname was Cracky because 
she was a real-life crack head. She was probably the queen of all 
crackheads, having inherited the throne from generations before 
her. Her crazy, darting, frantic eyes bounced from wall to wall 
like her skinny, scratched up body. To feel sorry for her is to never 
have worked with her. People on large quantities of amphetamines 
love to do two things: ramble incessantly and clean. 

One night while sharing a shift with me, Cracky decided to 
strip the shop apart and scour it with a toothbrush. At first she 
focused on one appliance at a time, so I was able to work around 
her, However, after her third trip to the bathroom in about an hour 
and a half, she returned with her hair sticking up all over and a 
renewed zest for cleanliness. I had turned up the reggae CD to 
drown out her talk of hamsters while simultaneously succeeding 
at pissing off the creepy jerk in the corner on his laptop. All ofa 
sudden, we were inundated with the Friday night rush. 

I began ringing people up and setting the drinks on the counter. 


Only I noticed that the cups were piling up and Cracky was no 
where in sight. I dashed to the back room, hurdling over the mop 
bucket and nearly died a very unglamorous death in front of angry 
and impatient caffeine addicts. I called out her name with the panic 
and vigor of someone who was about to be attacked by a livid 
mob. A delivery guy in the back room informed me that he saw a 
small, hyper girl go out back with a sponge and a trash can. I had 
no time to search. I had to pull double duty. 

I sprinted back out like John Bobbitt after seeing a shiny pair 
of scissors, and frantically took over. I tried to make Frappuccinos 
but the tops to the blenders were missing. I moved on to mochas 
but the chocolate pitcher was coated in cleaner and slipped to 
the floor. It landed with a crash and splashed liquid chocolate 
everywhere. My hair was now ¢ruly the rich cocoa shade the bottle 
of hair dye had promised and my feet made squishing sounds as 
I trudged back to the register with my shoes full of syrup. I was 
crying at work. 

After I had given notice and my last day approached, I 
struggled to find a sense of nostalgia for this chapter in my life. 

I tried to convince myself I would miss this time, without the 
serious responsibilities of adulthood. I longed to feel something 
for the customers besides the Buddhist ideal of patience. But it 
was clear to me as I threw my head back in laughter at the robot 
dance we workers had just completed, the only thing I would miss 
would be my fellow baristas. Those wonderful, caring friends who 
touched my life were the only ones who would ever truly know 
what it all felt like, Like a strange dream or a Michael Moore 
movie, which leaves you wondering if you reallplearned anything 
at all, so were my days at Starbucks. (> 
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Dig Magazine is a monthly publication that explores a variety of subjects of interest to the CSULB 
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